Sophy glanced at me suspiciously.
The truth was I had no desire, and she was too petite, too child-like, and cold. I knew she would be frightened of me.
Sophy said, "A doctor examined my pussy the day of Matagalpa and I was declared healthy ..." "Bravo," I said. "It is not that." Then she said all the foreign press who had come to Nicaragua to cover this war were "maricones" ("sissies") and the women reporters were all "bichos" ("bitches, dykes"). She also said she was very good and I would see if only I would let her come with me, or we would do it right here, with Alma, who was a little bit taller than she was and had nipples "likegenipes" that I would surely like to take into my mouth and suck. The image of those little pink sweet fruits hardened me a moment, and then I drifted off into my own numb self-righteousness again: I just couldn't go with Sophy, even though I knew she was very hungry. "You will see," she went on, leaning heavily against my arm as we walked, "I will get you hot. You will have a big one ..."
In her bedroom, naked, she seemed even smaller, like a little nubile girl, and I reached out to her, and we hugged close, and did nothing for a few minutes.
Then Sophy broke it off and went and sat up on the bed; like some bourgeois lady instructing her maid, she gave me the ground rules for our sexual encounter:
No kissing.
Man on the top because I looked so large.
She eats me but I must not eat her pussy. No love bites.
